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pebble at all was to sleep between the other luckier ones
under the wringing wet duffel coats. Walker and I drew no
pebble at all.
The house was not wide enough for us to lie full length
across it so we lay down diagonally almost on top of one
another in a heap. We kept all our clothes on and Walker
and I piled the wet duffel coats upon ourselves and, with our
arms around each other, lay for some time with our eyes
closed, challenging sleep to come to us. Old Matheson lay
down next to me and almost on top of me in his sleeping-bag,
a motionless dark overshadowing mountain that nearly
crushed me. His massive behind pressed heavier and hea-
vier upon my stomach until it became a struggle to breathe.
The boy lay with him in the sleeping-bag next to the ice wall.
But the white wall that we had built with such care and
skill dripped steadily all night. The water ran like sweat
over the glistening faces of the ice bricks and trickled away
under the stones. It fell in ceaseless thin streams upon our
legs and, from the overhanging gunwale of the pram, on
to our bodies. Walker and I lay trembling and quakmg
together in the icy cold. It seemed to reach out fingers and
grip our limbs. We clung to each other ia a clutching
embrace each fighting for the warmth of the other's body,
trembling together like two strung wires. How long we lay
thus I cannot remember.
" God! What a game! I can't stand this/* said Walker
at last. And he got up, groping on all fours over the bodies
of the others, and crawled out through the narrow enfcaace.
I heard him stamping up and down upon the shingle oul-
side. His footsteps diminished away down the beach and
then returned, running, to fade away in the opposite ditw-
tion. He passed many times, running, his heavy boots
crunching upon the stones. I lay deserted like a chick upoa
a nest when the parent bird leaves it I was shaking in
every limb with cold. An unconlrollaWc ague passed in
spasms through my body.